An unusual occupation with novel hazards
In my capacity as his general practitioner I knew him relatively well. The majority of healthy middle-aged men in regular employment never go anywhere near their GP over the course of many years so he was a little unusual in his attendance pattern. He also had a tendency to present with unusual work-related health problems. On this occasion, he presented with marital problems that had arisen as a consequence of his last work-related health problem. He was a bit fed up and wanted someone to sound off to and I guess that was my role in his life, particularly as he knew I was bound by a professional oath of confidentiality. 'All those years I've supported my family and no complaints.' I settled in for the time it would take for him to finish presenting his complaint suspecting it would be a bit longer than the average two and a half minutes. 'No complaints when I was out all night, coming home early to get the kids their breakfast. No complaints when I took them to school so she could head off to work. No complaints when I came home and did the shopping, cleaning and so on. No complaints when we were one of the few families to have new appliances and nice holidays. No complaints when I'd pick the kids up and get the tea after the shortest of naps before heading out for another night's graft. ' The problem had been triggered by his need to stay awake to do his work as well as being somewhat of a model new man. 'No, all those years of amphetamines to keep me awake and no complaints. But just once it messed with my mind a bit and now she won't speak to me! It's not fair!' His habitual use of amphetamines had provoked morbid delusional jealousy some months beforehand. I finally persuaded him of the need for psychiatric intervention and he was now well on the road to recovery. His wife on the other hand wasn't being quite so conciliatory about the negative impact this episode had brought to their relationship.
The other work-related condition I had seen him for had been some years beforehand. He had developed a shoulder problem and when I ascertained that his work was at factory premises and involved manual handling and awkward posture of the upper limb, the embryonic occupational physician within me had pricked his ears up. Of course I asked him his occupation. 'I'm an industrial burglar' he said matter-of-factly. 'Never touch domestic dwellings, mostly night shift work, with some physical lifting and carrying and use of crow bars.' And of course incarceration had been an issue at times, but that's a different kind of occupational hazard.
